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cold exposed bosom than he left it there, lying like a heavy horse-
mushroom on the girl's hreast. And with his hand resting there
his face took upon itself the very expression of this dead woman.
His eyes closed. His jaw fell open. His nostrils grew pinched and
thin. Certain lines disappeared from his face altogether and
certain completely new ones showed themselves.
"Are you faint? Are you ill, Mr. Geard?"' The doctor could
not let go his hold upon Jenny Morgan, but the sound of his
quick, anxious voice seemed enough without anything else to
deliver the other from this curious sort of fit. His eyes flickered
and opened, his nostrils quivered and expanded, his mouth closed
tightly.
The doctor and Dickery Cantle moved off now with their
burden and Mr. Geard was left standing by the water watching
the manoeuvres of Paul Trent. But Crummie, who had carried Mr.
Bishop off to ask him about her mother and had learned that
Lord Brent had put aside one of the officers' tents for the Mayor-
ess, now returned and asked who that woman was and whether
she was dead. Her father dodged her questions about the dead
girl and told her to thank Paul Trent and say good-bye to him.
Paul Trent was still engaged in a struggle to be allowed to keep
the big Bridgewater boat, but Crummie noticed that after he'd
deposited Lily and Louie safely on the muddy grass he turned
out the young soldier too. "Take these young ladies to the top of
the hill, my lad," he commanded, "and give them something hot
to drink. Hi there! You look as if you could row! Come on in
here and let's push off!"
His words were addressed to none other than Tommy Chin-
nock. "Sure I can row, Mister Trent! Sure I can! I lamed it
down to Bridport when I were wi' uncle. I can row with two oars
if I be wanted to!"
Paul Trent -was considerate enough, however, to wait for the
arrival of the young soldier's superior officer jgefore finally dis-
missing him.
"Please yourself, Sir," conceded this authority. "Please your-
self; and tike them lidies to their famblies, strigM now, Thomp-
son; this ain't no bloomin' esplanade."
When they reached the tent that had been allotted to Mrs*